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~With a wave of 

motion and a ash of 
light, another gateway 
opened...passing 
through, we stood 

once more in the 
forests of Yew, the 
stink of the orcs now 
hung in the air, the 
cloud of <ies about 
them was dense...a 
bolt of energy leapt 
from the mage's fist 
and struck the mound, 
burning the ies into a 
fine ash, but leaving 
the bodies unspoiled 
for it's touch...~ 
"Interesting trick...", I 
smirked and the old 
man's face brightened. 
"A minor spell, not 
even worth noting in 
arcane text...but 
useful...", he snorted 
as he laughed aloud. 
"Aye, would that you 
could do something to 
burn away the stench 
of these 
fiends...though they 
smell better now than 
when we fought...”, I 
passed the mage and 
begun to pick through 
the heap of brawny 
orcs, within moments I 


came upon a finely 
decorated dagger, 

deep within a leather 
satchel, it's blade 
blackened as if 
charred, yet glowing 
softly... 

"Let me see that, 
boy...”, the old mage 
slowly crept close, and 
I turned and held out 
the blade...his hand 
shook as he reached 

for it, and despair fell 
deeper than ever I had 
seen upon his 


brow..."Barac...old 
friend, you still 
linger...” 


"Barac? I've heard the 
name before...though I 
cannot place it...”, 
curiosity came over 
me, but the mage 
seemed distant. 

"It is an ancient name, 
from long before even 
your great-grandfather 
served the Holy 
Order...he was once a 
powerful wizard, but 
he fell into 
darkness...to 
necromancy and even 
darker arts, before he 
was struck down in the 
Wood...”, he 

shuddered at that, and 
I was certain already 
where this journey 
would lead... 

"The Cursed 
Woods...the Liches' 
haven...”, the mage 
grimaced even as the 
words passed my 
lips..."It would seem I 
must bear the Bane 
sooner than I'd 


tt 


hoped...”, my fingers 
passed over the guard 
of my second kruss, 
and a soft humm filled 
the fouled grove... 


"Aye...but I sense 
deeper plots than 

even Barac of the 
Dark...", he scowled 
and cast the dagger to 
the ground, the mage 
seemed to fill with new 
vigor, and he held my 
shoulder firmly. "I've 
old business to see 
finished, and we would 
be wise to travel with 
haste. You know these 
woods far better than 
even I, young 
Cyrus...lead on.” 
~With that, we each 
summoned forth 

mounts from the ether, 
Ethelual bore me, 
while the Cystocot 
rose onto the back of 
his great and mystic 
Ostard, Glien-sul...I 
looked into the deep 
woods, my eyes 

focused clearer than 
they had for ages and 
Ethelual bounded 
forth, Glan-sul 
squawked and sped 
after me, the sun was 
again setting and the 
forest closed all about 
us as daylight died...~ 


*After a long and 
bloody battle, Cyrus 
reunites with his long 
time mentor & friend, a 
mysterious wizard 

known only as "The 


Cystocot”, and they 
share tales of the dark 
and strange days that 
have come to 
Sosaria...* *After their 
talk, Cyrus brims with 
new resolve, this 
threat to the lands, 
hidden in shadows 

and riddles, must be 
uncovered...returning 
to the scene of the 
earlier battle, Cyrus 
thoroughly searches 
the orcs and finds an 
ancient dagger that 
shakes his companion 
and wakes old 
memories...their 
journey takes them to 
a fouled and evil 
place, the Corrupted 
Woods far to the 
south, home of the 
undying liches, in 
search of the twisted 
soul of Barac the 
Dark...* 

"Corruption", part 
three of the Wakening, 
told by Cyrus of 
Sosaria. 

The battle with the 
orcs had started at the 
edge of the woods 

near the city of Yew, 
but as it dragged on 
from evening to day, 
to early afternoon, it 
had pushed far to the 
North and East, and 

as my old mentor and 

I rode, into the dark 
night, it became 
apparent just how far 
the battle had borne 
me...~ 

"We must've started 
near Wrong...or 


perhaps Minoc...", I 
Sighed and drank from 

a small ask of water, 
then held it out to my 
mentor. 

He waved it off and 
smiled, "Do not worry, 
young Cyrus...look!", 
he pointed high into 
the skies, where the 
twin moons, Trammel 

& Felucca hung 
overhead, shining 
brightly even in the 
dim light of evening. 
"The moons of the 
Spirit hang in the 
heavens, virtue is with 
us this night!” 

~With that he let out a 
yell and kicked into the 
shadowy sides of 
Glien-sul, and sped off 
to the south, swifter 
than ever I had seen 
before...I patted the 
neck of Ethelual, it's 
ethereal form 

gleaming in the light of 
the moons, and he 
bounded forward, 
driving with all his 
might, determined not 
to let the wizard's 
beast show him up...~ 


~WWe'd crossed miles 
within the space of 
mere hours, and as 

we crossed the King's 
Way, high road of 
Sosaria which cowed 
from Trinsic in the 
distant south to Minoc 
in the far Northeastern 
forests, our mounts 
slowed, the vigor of 
the moons seemed to 
pass, and even in their 


ethereal states, their 
fear was palpable as 

we looked out over the 
Corrupted 

Woods...even on this 
bright evening, the 
woods were dark, 

shadow moved 

unchecked, forms 
shambled in the 
distance, and even at 
this late hour, the 
mufced sounds of 

battle within the woods 
rung out into the 
hills...~ 

"We should dismount, 
and not take our noble 
friends into this...", I 
scanned the wizard's 
face as I spoke, worry 
seemed to cloud his 
eyes..."They have 
carried us far enough, 
I fear terror would 
overtake them and 
hamper our efforts...” 
After a time, my 
companion turned, 

and nodded, "“Aye...”, 
he spoke softly, I 
could tell his mind was 
elsewhere, perhaps on 
thoughts of 
Barac...he'd called him 
friend, but what little 
he told me hinted at 
bitter betrayal anda 
disappointment that 
even now pained the 
wizard... 

~\We passed the next 

few hours in silence, 
my troubled friend 
behind as I led us into 
the evil forest...signs 
of recent battle were 
everywhere, for the 
valiant and true ever 


came to this place, 

and the battle to keep 
the liches bound within 
the woods was never- 
ending...~ ~Bodies of 
several hunters lay on 
the edge of the woods, 
the sight of them 
roused the wizard, and 
he rushed to the fallen 
warriors...~ 


